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" I had been home on a visit."
" A divisional commander is pleased to go home on a^
visit at a time of military operations !    The division's a
rabble ! Sheer arbitrariness ! A disgusting state of affairs ! "
The general's bass voice thundered louder and louder in the
confined space of the little room ;   outside, the adjutants*
went about on tip-toe, whispering, smiling to one another,
Kopylov's cheeks turned whiter and whiter, but as Gregor
stared at the general's face, at his swollen, clenched fists, he
felt an uncontrollable frenzy awakening in: himself also.
Fitzhelaurov jumped up with unexpected agility and,
seizing the back of his chair, shouted :
" It's not military forces you command, but Red Guard
rabble ! They're not cossacks, they're the dregs of humanity!
You, mister Melekhov, shouldn't be in command of a
division, you should be working as a batman. You ought to
be cleaning boots ! D'you hear ? Why wasn't the order
obeyed ? You weren't holding a meeting, were you ? YoiHf
weren't discussing the order by any chance ? Bewr a!
We're not * comrades * here, and we won't allow the &tro-
duction of Bolshevik methods. We won't allow it! "
" I must ask you not to shout at me ! " Gregor said in a
thick voice, and rose, pushing back his stool with his foot.
" What did you say ? " Fitzhelaurov cried hoarsely,
panting with agitation, leaning across the table.
" I must ask you not to shout at me ! " Gregor repeated
in a louder tone, " You sent for us in order to decide . . ."
He was silent for a second, lowered his eyes and, not removing
his gaze from Fitzhelaurov's hands, dropped his voice almost
to a whisper. " If you, your Excellency, attempt to lay ev^
your little finger on me, I shall sabre you on the spot! "
The room grew so quiet that Fitzhelaurov's gasping breath
could be heard distinctly. The silence lasted a good minute.
The door creaked a little. A scared adjutant looked through
the chink. The door was as cautiously closed. Gregor stood
with Ms hand gripping his sabre hilt. Kopylov's knees were
trembling, his eyes wandered over the wall. Fitzhelaurov
dropped heavily into Ms chair, groaned in an aged voice, and
barked:
*c A fine bijsinessI " Then, quite quietly, but not looking -
at Gregor;   " Sit down 1    We got worked up a bit, and
now it's past.   Now be so good as to listen !   I order